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" Not too pleasant," a cossack in an old peasant's coai
answered cautiously, as he avidly drew at the cigarette^:-
keeping his eyes fixed on the long gaiters, laced to the knee,
which tightly embraced the officer's hefty calves.
The cossack's broken shoes hardly remained on his feet.
His white, well-darned woollen stockings, and the trouse^
tucked into them, were in ribbons, and so the man could
not remove his enraptured gaze from the British-made
boots, with, their fascinatingly stout soles and brilliantly
gleaming brass eyelets. He could not restrain himself, and
artlessly expressed Ms admiration :
" But you've got a fine pair of boots ! "
The cornet did not feel inclined to enter into friendly
conversation. With a sneer and a challenge in his voice
he said :
" You wanted to change your foreign equipment for the
Moscow bast shoes, so you've got no reason to covet other
people's now! "
" We made a mistake. We've admitted it and we've
been punished/' the cossack said in a disconcerted tone,
looking round at the other cossacks in search of support.
The cornet went on sneeringly with his lecture :
t( You showed you'd got bullocks' brains. A bullock's
always like that. he shifts first, and stops to think
afterward. ' Made a mistake ! ' But when you laid the
front bare in the autumn, what were you thinking of then ?
You wanted to be commissars ! Fine defenders of the
fatherland you were ! "
" Drop it, that's enough ! " a youthful-looking company
commander quietly whispered into the fuming cornet's ear.'
The cornet trod on his cigarette, spat, and with a rolling
gait went off to the horses.
The captain handed him a note, and said something in
an undertone. With unexpected ease the heavily built
cornet leaped on to his horse, turned the animal sharply
and galloped off westward.
The cossacks maintained a disconcerted silence. The
captain came up to them and asked in a ringing, cheery
baritone:
" How far is it to the village of Varvarinsky ? "
"Nearly twenty-five miles/' several of the cossacks
answered in an assortment of voices.